TheChrotricle Hitfory 

At fuch a conuoy, who came off brauely,who was fhot. 
Who difgraced,what termes the enemy flood on. 

And this they con perfc&ly in phrafe of wane. 

Which they tricke vp with new tun’d oathes. 

And what a beard of the Generals cut. 

And a horrid fhout ofthe Campe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alcwafht wits 
Iswonderfull to be thought on : butyou mufllearne 
To know fuch flanders of this age. 

Or elfe you may mcruclloufly be miftooke. 

A/w.Ccrtaine Captaine Gower jit is not the man, 

Looke you, that I did take him to be ; 

But when time ihall ferue, I fliall tell him a little 
Of my defires ; heere comes his Maiefly. 

£ nt er King , Clarence l eft er, and other t, 

Ktng, How now Flewellen y come you from the bridge r 
Flew. 1 and it fliall pleafe your Maiefly, 

There is excellent feruice at the bridge. 

King . What men hauc you loft Flewellen ? 

Flew . And it fhall pleafe your Maiefly, 

The partition ofthe aduerfary hath beene great, 

V ery reafonably great,but for our o wne parts, 

I thinke we haue loft neuer a man,vnleffe it be one 
For robbing of aChurch,one Tardolfe , if your Maiefly 
Know the man, his fa ce is full of whelks, and knubs, 

And pumples,and his breath blowesat hisnofe 
Like a coale, fometimes red/ometimes plew ; 

But God be praifed,now his nofe is executed. 

And his fire out. 

King , We would haue all offenders fo cut off. 

And here we giue expreffe connnanderaent. 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for ; none of the French abufed. 

Or vpbraided with difdainfuli language : 

For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdome, 

The gentltft gameftcr is the fooncr winner. 

Enter 


of TJtnry thtfift. 

Enter the French Herattld, 

Herald ou know me by my habite. 

A/W.W ell then, we know thee. 

What fhould we know of thee? „ - , . 

Her My Matter, nainde. ^.Vnfold it 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England, and tell hrm, 
Aduantage is a better fouldicr then rafhnefle : 

Although we did feemedead,we did but flumber. . 

Now wc fpeake vpon our kue,&our voyceis imperial!, 
England fliall repent her foUyffee her raflineffc. 

And admire our fufferance. Which to ranfomc. 

His pettineffe would bow vnder : 

For the effufion of our blood, his army is too weake ; 

For the difgrace we haueborne.himfelfe kneeling 
At our fcete,a weake and worthleffc fatisfa<£lion. 

To this, adde defiance. 

So much from the King my Mafter. 

King. What is thy name ? vve know thy quality. 
Herald. Montioy. 

King. Thou doft thy office faire.returne thee backe. 
And tell thy King, l do not feeke him now ; 

But could be well content, without impeach. 

To march on to Callis ; for to fay the footh, 

(Though tis no wifedomc to confeffe fo much 
Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldiers are with fickneffe much enfeebled. 

My Army leffened,and thofe few 1 haue, 

Almoft no better then fo many French : 

Who when they were in heart,I tell thee Herald, 

I thought vpon one paire of Englilh legs, 

Did march three Frenchmens. 

YetGod forgiue me,thatl do brag thus; 

Y our aire of France hath bl.owne this vice in me, 

I muft repent, go tell thy Matter here I am. 

My raniomeis this fraile and.vvorthleffe body, 

My Army but a weake and fickly guard. 
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